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BEN FOHNSOMN: 
LAST LEGACY 


TO THE 


Sons of Wir, Mizrs, and Jourzr; 
CONTAINING 


| Complete Jes7s, Errrarns, 


Ripp zs, ACROSTICKS, 
EP1GRAMS, ANAGRAMS, &c. 
To which is added, | 


A Dzunxen OrAT10N, as it was performed 
at the TATA Rovart in Covent Ganpes, 
by that inimitable Comedian Mr. Snurza, in the 
Character of HiesLzyY's Drunken Man 
| The SECOND EDITION. 
LOND ON: 
Printed for EDw ann Ronmson, and SoLD by A. and & 
ConBetrT at ADDIson's Head in Fleet-ffreet. Price 1s. 


Where may be had (lately publiſhed, Price 1s. 64) A TRA 
TISE on the Vm russ of a CkusT of BRA eat KARE Y 
in a MorninG FASTING, by NicyoLas RoBinson, 
M. D. Member of the Royal e of Phyſicians, and 
Phyſician to CHRIST Hoſpital, London. 1756. 


N. B. Be careful to aſk for BE Jounson's Legacy. 


BEN JOHNSON, 
Now reſiding in the Lower Regions, 
To all Good Fellows, Jolly Blades, 


lan. 


ee but have the 
Conſolation to declare, I now live a je- 
reſt than ever I was in my own Country (as 
the Frenchman ſays) for 1 always have the 
Henour to fit next to his Infernal Devilſhip at 
Table, which is @ much better (at kaft I think 
ſo) than fſupping one Night with my Lord at 
the Roſe, and the next Night go to Bed ſupper- 
leſs in a Garret, which was too often the Caſe. 
IJ. ſuppoſe you have pretended Critics in abun- 


B dance, 


(i ) 

dance, but they are not to be minded by me ; 
is, not to ſpend their Judgment fo very faſt, 
nor be quite ſo generouſly inclined as to part 
on their hands, for 1 am informed the Town was 
never fo pefter d with Political Scribbling as it 
is at preſent : But I believe if you had no 
Political Scrilffes it would be much better for 
the Nation in general; but there can be no Re- 
medy far this fort of People, unleſs they ven- 
ture fo very deep in their Politics as nat to be 
able to get out of the Mud, I mean when they 
are properly rewarded for their extraordinary 
Produftions. But ſuch Scribblers as theſe are 
nur to be regarded, becauſe, for a Dinner they 
would write (for tis abſurd to think they 
muſt not eat) till they had ſet half the People 
in England together by the Ears. 


Politicks, when properly made uſe of, is 
certainly the Strength & a Nvtion ; but when 
improperly conducted, is its Bane : It nuft be 
very merry and diverting to hear a poor low 
Mechanic (wheſe Intelligence perhaps comes 


(n) 3 
from My. Thomas the Fratman) talking with 
great warmth about a Treaty with France, 
or we muſt raiſe ſo much Money in fuch a 
Time (with great Elacutian as be thinks) or 
elſe we ſhall be undone, &c. with 4 Pot of 
Beer in bis Hand ready to whet bis whiſtle 
in bis Figure and Diſcourſe. I may venture 
to ſay, you have at this preſent Time, as 
many again poor Politicians as poor Pets ; 
bunt I confeſs tis a conſummate bold Aſſertion, 
for Poetry and Poverty are always inſeparable 
Companions. But at this juncture of Time, 
the Love of Politicks ſeems to be the untver- 
fal Paſſion, even from bis Lordſhip down to 
pur. Tom Errant the Porter, who will fit 
half the Day at an Alehouſe, ſpending both 
Time and Money, not much to the Advan- 
tage of the State, but Detriment of bim- 
elf and Family, with as eaſy and negligent 
an Air as my Lord does at White's, al- 


lowing him @ little more Room for his E 
bows. 


I foeuld me have troubled any bedy with 
my Smoke-dry d * (for we have _ 


(w) 
of Bookſellers and Printers in our fulplu- 
rous Dominions) only 1 thought « Manu- 
_ ſeript might be of Service to my bung Friend 
Ned Robinſon; and I hope it will give 
no ſmall (but great) Satisfattion to my hind 
and courteous Readers. And as I am at 
preſent beholden to no great Man or great 
Nu in your Metropolis, therefore I ſhall 
not ſeek for Patronage by a a fulſome flat- 
tering Dedication (far "tis the Stone of Sy- 
fiphus, and the Thirfl of Tantalus, to db 
dirty Work end not be paid for it); there- 
fore I. all chearfully refign it to the Pe- 
ruſal of all thoſe who have Good-nature 
enough to reliſh a Jef, th not their own ; 
and as for the ret (as my Lord Rocheſter 
Jays) Their envious Cenſure I account my 
Fame. 


Theſe are the Thoughts of 
Your moſt obedient Servant, 
BEN JOHNSON, 


Peer Laureat to bis 19 
and Infernal Majefly Belzebub. 
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tell; for there were two of the Knight's Servants that 
had to do with her at the fame Time ; whereof one was 
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(9) 
n Fools would come to ſee me, and am partly fure 
— grace the Houſe with your Preſence. 


A Nobleman of this Nation famous for his mad Tricks, 


to her Houſe, that 
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PLAY BOOK. 


in Fools Coats, than when Fools go in 


4s iguurat CONSTABLE. 


wo Gentlemen of Stepney going homewards over 
about Twelve o'Clock at Night, were flay'd 
by an impertinent Conſtable with many frivolous 

tions, more by half to ſhew his Office than his Wit; 
one whereof was, if they were not afraid to go home at 


ight ? anſwered, No. Well, 


| paſs this Time; but if you ſhould 
you get home, you cannot but 
a very good Watch kept in Mar- 


On the HANGMAN. 


0 —— —ũ— ö 
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Crimes, but you will not ſtand to a Word of what you 


Or @ Comtry-man and CONSTABLE. 


The . of « HOUSE. 


One came from the Court of Aldermen, over- 
joyed with the 2 Suit ; for, faith he, they have 
me the Leaſe of the next Houſe that falls: To 


whom 2 bon ary gw been my z 


ing down her Belly with her Hand) but not in this 
Road, Sir. 
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done; fo he immediately faid his Compaſs 
backward very exactly, which the Judge failing of in 


that 


They feign = Title of Scots Boi 
Death he went to Hell, and the Porter of Hell faid to him, | 
You have ſome reaſon to offer yourſelf to this Place, | 


his 
bis 
but 
yet I have Ordets not to receive you : - | 


of your own, you may go thither. 
went away and fought a | 
find no ſuch Place: U 


An old Gentleman full of his Fatherly Authority, 
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(16) 
The Thief's DESTINY. 


A Fellow being tried for his Life before a 
LID that he could not avoid i 


4 Medicine for te TOOTH-ACH. 
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CIDBDBLEL 
4 CANDLE. 


A EL Day long Ke one that's in De. 
He refteth in ſome ſecret Place, 

And ſeldom peepeth forth his Head, 

Until Day-light be fully fed: 
When in the Maid's or Good-wife's hand, 
The Gallant firſt had Grace to ftand ; 
Whence to a Hole they him apply, 

Where he will both live and die. 


n SUN. 


1 view the World in little Space, 
No Food I eat, but by my Power 


"Wa Country 


(20) 


Comtry DANCING. 
In ſhaping me both Sexes join, 
Who muſt in fit Embraces twine ; 
And grow with mutual Motions warm, 
Ere they compleat my myſtick Form. 
I pleaſe (though from the Country ſprung) 
The City and the Courtly Throng ; 
I oft promote the balmy Kiſs, 
And Muſick heightens much the Bliſs 
By me engag d, you ne er can done, 
Yet I procure the ſaſt Repoſe; 
And (which increaſes more your Mirth) 
Both Sexes labour at my Birth. 


4 ROLLING-PIN. 


What's that in which good Houſewifes take delight, 


Which tho? it has no Legs, will ftand upright ; 
"Tis often us d, both Sexes muſt agree, 
Beneath the Navel, yet above the Knee; 
At the End it has a Hole, tis ſtiff and ſtrong, 
Thick as a Maiden's Wriſt, and pretty long: 
To a foft Place tis very oft apply d, 

And make the thing tis us'd to, ſtill more wide: 
The Women love to wriggle it to and fro, 
That what lies under may the wider grow: 
By giddy Sluts ſometimes it is abus d, 
But by good Houſewifes rubb d before tis us'd, 
That it may fitter for their Purpoſe be, 

When they to occupy the fame are free : 

No tell me, merry Ladies, if you can, 
What this muſt be that is no Part of Man. 


(21) 
4 Robin Redbreaft. 
| Fm called by the Name of a Man, 
Yet am as little as a Mouſe ; 


When Winter comes I love to be, 
Wich my red Target, near a Houſe. 


The Heart of Man, @ Triangular Figure, the Beginning of 
Lore. 


What Part of Man may that Part be, 

That is an Implement of Three; 
And yet a Thing of fo much ſtead, 
No Woman would without it wed : 
And by which thing, or had or loſt, 

Each Marriage is quite made or loft. 


| | A Book tied with a Sl Lace. 


What is that is as white as Snow, 
And yet as black as any Crow; 

And more pliant than a Wand, 
Tied in a Silken Band; 

And every Day a Prince's Peer 
Looks on it with a Mirth that's clear. 


A Worm bred in @ Book. 


Learning hath bred me, yet I know no Letter, 

I have liv'd among Books, yet am never the better; 
I have eaten up the Muſes, yet know not a Verſe, 
What Student is this, I pray you rehearſe. 


C3 


(22) 
4 SHOE. 


Tho” a good Soul I have, yet I can't hope to be fav'd, 
And in this World from the firſt to the laſt am enſlav'd ; 
With Irons they torture and tear my poor Hide, 

And ſend me out naked ; yet fuch is my Pride, 
That in every Aſſembly I ftrive for the Lead, 
Tho' it muſt be confeſs'd I am far from the Head: 

My Office the bafeſt, my Food of the worſt, | 


And tho” cram'd with raw Fleſh, till Fm ready to burſt, 
Should I offer to pouch, am moſt damnably curſt ; 

For my Learning, it will a mere Paradox ſhow, 

Tho! I underſtand great things, yet nothing I know : 
Tho' thus mean in myſelf, even Kings I fupport, | 


Have Acceſs to the Fair, and familiar at Court, 
And at Ball have the principal Share in the Sport. 


PEN. 


I have not to boaſt of much Humour or Wit, 
The thing that Pm pria d for is moſtly a Slit; 
m black at the Bottom, but if you look higher, 
Tm as white and as ſmooth as a Man can deſire; 
To the Lover's foft Paſſion I often give Eaſe, 
Who wriggle me up and down juſt as they pleaſe: —- 
By turns I every Man's Humour can ſuit, 


The King, Lords and Commons, and Biſhops to boot, 

Who finger me ſtoutly whene'er they come to it. 

At firſt, tho” perhaps for one's uſe I was made, f 

Yet if more thould try me, they d find me no Jade. * 

I cut a great Figure throughout the whole Nation, : 
And give all your Hearts in their turn Palpitation. | 


EP i 
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The Relation betwixt Lawyers and Phyſicians. | 


THE Modi heab the Body, Lawyers pra 


To cure the Falling Sickneſs of Eftate ; 
Both will affift each Moment whilft you live, 
If you ſubſiſt each Moment to give give. 


Or BARDELLA the Mantuan Thief. 


A Monk Bardella to be hang'd cheer'd up, 
And faid, To-night in Heaven thou ſhalt ſup ; 


 Bardell regly'd, This I keep Faſting Day, 


If you pleaſe to accept my Place you may. 


On @ certain Old Max. 


Your Beard, once black, Old Age hath froſted grey; 
Your Mind, once white, is turn'd to black they fay. 


The bumble Petition of the AUTHOR. 


I pray don't let theſe Sheets Tobacco light, 


But rather uſe it when you go to ſh---c. 


Chle with Pleaſure doth my Rhimes rehearſe, 
Tho ſhe loves ſomething better than a Verſe. 


C4 


1241 
On MARRIAGE. 


Difcords make ſweeteſt Muſick ; by this Fate 
Marriage muſt ſurely be a happy State : 
Some call it a happy Union betwixt two, 
And fo it is, for when Tom ſcolds fo does Sus. 


The CAUTION. 


My good Friend, you had better quit making of Rhimes, 

For 'tis curſed hard Work in theſe vaſt witty Times : 

And if you have nothing to truſt to but Rhiming and Verſe 

» There is ſurely entail'd upon you a very great Curſe, 
For of all Trades and Proſeſſions a Poet's the worſt. 


Oz Dr. BOND. 


Doctor Bond, to avoid all future Strife, 
Riding before turn d back to kiſs his Wife; 
Riding before to kiſs his Wife behind ? 


On RUBINUS. 


Rubinus is extreme in Eloquence, 
For he creates rare Phraſe, but little Senſe. 
Unto his Serving-man, alias his Boy, 

He utters Speech exceeding quaint and coy, 
Diminutive and my defective Slave, | 
My Pleaſures Pleaſure is that I muſt haye, 
My Corps Coverture, and immediately, 
T infconce my Perſon from Frigidity. 


— 


_ [8513 
His Man believ'd all Feb his Maſter ſpoke, 
Till he rails Engl, Rogue go fetch my Cloak. 

Direftions for the Phyſician. - 
Take the ſecond Fee while the fick Hand giveth it. 


Direftions for the Patient. 


But if Diſeaſes thou haſt none, 
Let the Phyſician then alone; 
For he thereby may purge thy Purſe, 


A Diamond and Glaſs 
Is Pen and Ink for an Aſs, 


On 2 PRISON. 


A Priſon is a Place of Care, 
A Grave for Men alive, 
A Touchſtone for to try a Friend, 

No Place for Men to fhrive. 


Or PERFUMES. 


They that fmell leaſt, famell beſt ; which intimates, 
They ſmell like Beaſts that ſmell like Civet Cats. 


161 


quartered. 


The Cat, the Rat, and Lowe! our Dog, 
Rule all England under a Hog. 


On @ Good Fellow. 


He's no Good Fellow, that's without the Px, 
Burnt Pipes, Tobacco, and his Tinder Box. 


Oz PHYSICIANS. 


Phyſicians are moſt miſerable Men, 
That cannot be deny'd; 

For they're ne'er truly well but when 
Moſt Men are ill befide. 


To G Readers. 


If you applaud all that here is writ, 

It will clearly ſhew you have no Wit; 

But if you're ſplenetick and diſcommend them all, 
You're then what we the envious Critick call. 


On MARRIAGE. 


One Bed may hold a loving Man and Wife, 
But the whole Houſe can't when they are at Strife. 


One Collingborn, an Eſquire, made this Verſe on King 
Richard the Third, for which be was hang'd, drown, and | 


This 


a— 


(27) 
Thes on Ads. T. N. 


If Heav'n be pleas'd when Men do ceaſe to fin, 
And Hell be pleas'd, when it a Soul doth win; 
If Men be pleas'd when they have loſt a Enave, 
Then be all pleas'd when T. N. is in the Grave. 


o FRANCES. 
Frank Fleſh is free, and yet it is not free, 


Strange this may ſeem to ſome how it ſhould be; 


Frank Fleſh is free to any who fo pleaſes, 


Frank Fleſh is not free from French Diſeaſes. 


BESSs Bravery. 


Beſs does not only hide her Privy Ware, 

But Breaſt and Neck, where coyeſt Maids go bare; 
Yet there is one foul unbeſceming Place 
Uncover'd left. What call you that? her Face. 


An Anſwer to an impertinent Letter. 
Sitting ſh——g I received your Letter, 
The more I read, it made me ſh—t the better; 


And being in a Place where there was no Grafs. 
I took your Letter and wip'd my A---fe. 


Or «a DWARE. 


A Dwarf upon a Piſmire's Back, 
Did get him up to ride; 
He deem'd a tamed Elephant 

He did as then beſtride: 


(28) 
But while he did advance himſelf, 
To hold upon his, Back ; 

He tumbled down and had a Fall, 
That made his Guts cry Quack. 
When as the Dwarf was thus unhorſt, 
Each laugh, both great and ſmall ; 
Why laugh you, Maſter ? quoth the Dwarf, 

Why, Phaeton had a Fall. 


Myſus and Mets 


Myfus and Ils hardly can agree, 
Striving about Superiority ; 

The Text which faith, that Man and Wife are one, 
Was the chief Argument they ſtood upon; 

She held they both one Woman ſhould become, 

He held they ſhould be Man, and both but one. 

So they contended daily ; but the Strife 
Could not be ended, till both were one Wife. 


Oz HEALTH. 


Health is a Jewel, rich, which when we buy, 
Phyſicians value it accordingly. | 


On EPIGRAMS 
An Epigram that's new, ſharp, neat, and witty, 


Once common, tho? flill good, they are neglected. 


* 
i 


(29) 


Or an old Leacher. 


Smoke the old Fornicator, how ſtradling he goes, 
Deep in thinking of what muſt become of his Noſe; 
He has got the French P—x, and is in great Diftreſs, 
But he fwears tis all falſe, and will never confeſs. 

And pray how ſhould he be troubled with French Sores, 
Who never uſed any but ENA Whores ? 


m Fencing Maſter and Pe 


Stand thus (the Fencer cries) thus muſt you guard, 
Thus muſt you flip, thus point, thus paſs, thus ward ; 
And if you kill him, Sir, this Trick learn then, 
* With this fame Trick you may kill twenty Men. 
A Doctor ſtanding by, cries, Fencing Pool, 
Both you and he to me may come to School ; 

Thou doſt but prate, my Deeds ſhall ſhew my Skill, 
Where thou hurt' one, an hundred I do kill. 


This Book's the mad World, Verſes are the Men, 
Chuſe Verſe or Man, not one found good in ten. 


o. DAVID SIMPLE. 


Simple was very angry and took offence, 
Becauſe he was told he ſcarce had Common Senſe ; 
At laſt *twas faid he had, and very common toe, 

So Simple was well pleas'd, and made no more ado. 


(30) 


On Sir Common Guici. 


Whilſt thou on every thing ſo faſt doſt ſpend 
Thy Judgment as *twould never have an End; 
Pry'thee take heed thou ſpend ſt it not fo faſt, 
To leave thyſelf no Judgment at the laſt. 


To all thoſe from whom I for Rewards can't look, 
Even to pay for the Sewing of my Book ; 

Much lefs the Printing; why ſhould I then preſent 
It to them unleſs t be out of Compliment? 

Such Compliments I don't like as thoſe, 
Where one can get nothing but is ſure to loſe. 


—— 


Or @ very diſcontented Perſon. 


ERE lyeth he, 
Who with himſelf could ne'er agree. 


ANOTHER. 


Here lies the Man who in Life 

With every Man had Law and Strife ; 
But now he is dead and laid in Grave, 
His Bones no quiet Reſt can have; 
For lay your Ear unto this Stone, 
And you ſhall hear how every Bone 


. 


r 
. * 


1311 
Pray for his SouP's Health, gentle Brother. 


On «a USURER. 


Here lies at leaſt ten in the hundred, 

Shackled up faſt both Hands and Feet, 
That at ſuch as lent Money gratis wonder d, 
But thus being now of Life bereaven, 


_ "Tis a hundred to ten he's ſcarce gone to Heaven. 


Here lieth he who was born and cry'd, 
Told threeſcore Years, fell fick and dy'd. 


Here lies a Gallant, a Gentleman of Note, 
Who when alive could never change a Groat. 


On a MILLER. 


Death without queſtion was as bold as brief, 


When he kilF two in one, Miller and Thief. 


Here lies Tam Daſb, that notable Railer, 
Who never paid Shoemaker or Taylor, 


On a Taylor who dy d of a Stitch. 
Here Stizch the Taylor in his Grave doth lie, 


Who by a Stitch did live, and by it die. 


One Stone ſufficeth (ſee what Death can do) 


Her that in Life was aot content with two. 


1321 


Here Beth C. under Ground, 


As wiſe as L. thouſand Pound. | 

He never refuſed the Wine of his Friend ; 

On one Burbidge, 4 famous Tragediar.. | 
THOMAS NICKS. 

Here lies Themas Nicks's Body, 

Who liv'd a Fool, and dy'd a Noddy. 


If Fools Souls go to Heaven or Hell. 


On Timothy Gripe, a queer old avariciaus Fellow, that 
_ would part with nothing while be lived, till Death obliged 
bim to part with all. 


Here lies he underneath this Stone, 
That whilſt he liv'd did good to none; 
And therefore at the Point to die, 
More Cauſe had ſome to laugh than cry. 


; On @ Wreſtler. 


Death to this Wreſtler gave a fine Fall, | 
That tript up his Heels and took no hold at all. 


On a wicked Clergyman. 


Here lies Doctor Drybones the wicked Parſon, 
Without Cuſhion or Stool to lay his A--- on, 


(33) 
Who when in his Pulpit againſt Whoring rail'd, 
Tho? he lik'd a Girl that was pretty light taiP'd ; 
After Sermon he'd go himſelf to refreſh, 
The Spirit is weak, and ſubmits to the Fleſh. 


An Egitagh on Ms. T. N. 


Under this filent Tomb- ſtone here doth lie 

A Wretch that's neither fit to live nor die; 

And if in Yother World there's Devil to puniſh Sin, 
Weall in this World may conclude the Devil has him. 


Or @ Leacher, for when "tis ſaid the Devil teak the Form of 
@ young Woman, and lay with him. 


This Man did live like a laſcivious Ape, 
Spending his Strength in ſenſual Lult and Pleafure ; 
The Dewil did affume a Female ſhape, 
"To humour him, and give his Luft full Meafure : 
The Grave's his Bawd, the Devil was his Whore, 
bas now enough that ne er was cloy'd before. 


On the Proverb, uot Capita tat Sententia. 
So many Heads, fo many Wits, fie fie, 
Et not a Shame for Proverbs thus to lye? 


Myſelf, tho my Acquaintance be but ſmall, 
Know many Heads that have no Wit at all. 


Here lieth Willing Wills, 
With his Head full of Windmills. 


D 
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On ad Tho. Churchyard, the yoor Court Pau. 


Come, Alacto, and lend me thy Torch, 
To find a Churchyard in the Church Porch ; 
Poverty and Poetry this Tomb doth encloſe, 

Therefore Gentlemen be merry in Proſe. 


Ozxa DYER. 


He that dyed fo oft in Sport, 
Dyed at laft no Colour for it. 


On Rich Hewitt. 


Here lies Rich Hewitt, a Gentleman of Note, 
For why ? he gave three Owls in his Coat; 
You ſee he is buried in the Church of St. Paul, 


| On one that was Blind and Deaf. 


Here lies Dich Freeman, 
That could not hear or ſee Man. 


On a Butcher that married a Tanner Daughter. 


A fitter Match hath never been, 
The Fleſh is married to the Skin. 


On a Galaſmith that tip d a Stone Fug with Silver. 


He that did tip Stone Jugs about the Brim, 
Met with a black Pot, and that Pot tipt him. 
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Here lies good Mr. Taper, whoſe Chriſtian Name's — 
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On Mar's Life. 


Man is a Glak, Life is as Water, 
That's weakly wall'd about; 

Sin brings in Death, Death breaks the Glaſs, 
So runs the Water out. 


On a young Gentlewaman. 


Here lies a Woman, no Man can deny it, 


| That reſts in Peace, alho' ſhe liv'd unquiet; 


Her Huſband prays, if by her Grave you walk, 


You'll gently tread, for if wak'd ſhe'll talk. 


On a Caller. 


Here lies a Collier, Jabs of Naſbes, 

By whom Death nothing gain'd he ſwore ; 
For living he was Duſt and Aſhes, 

And being dead he is no more. 


On Mr. William Tooper. 


Who when alive freely would drink off his Gill, 
And yet he complains that he's not had his fill. 


Diogenes's Epitaph, written an his Tomb, with 4 Dog 
landing over it. 

Tell me, Dog, whoſe Tomb is this ? 

A Dog's: What Dog ? Diogenes ; 
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. 
Diogenes ! Why died he ? 
Becauſe no Honeſty he could ſee. 


On Sir John Calf, who died in King Henry the third's Reign. 


All Chriftian Men in my behalf, 
Pray for the Soul of Sir Jabs Calf; 
O cruel Death, as ſubtle as a Fox, 
Who would not let this Calf live till he had been an Ox, 
That he might have eaten both Brambles and Thorns, 
And when he came to his Father's Years might have worn 
On an ancient Knight, Sir Jernegan, buried craſs-legged 
at Somerly in Suffolk. 


On a Bald Pate. 


Here lieth Jahn Baker, wrapped in Mold, 

Who never gave Penny to have his Head poll'd ; 
Now the Pox and the Plague light on ſuch a Device, 
That undid the Barber, and ftarved the Lice. 


Or ane who lived a very wicked Life, he was buried in the 


Here lieth Menaltas as dead as a Log, 

That liv'd like a Devil, and &y'd like a Dog; 
Here doth he lye, faid I? then fay I lie, 

Far from this Place he parted by and by. 


But 
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But here he made his Deſcent into Hell, 
Without either Book, Candle, or Bell. 


A Gentleman died whoſe Name was Sands, anither of the 
fame Name who was a Relation had this Epitaph. 


Who would live in other's Breath, 
Fame deceives the dead Man's Truſt; 


When our Names do change by Death, 
Sands I was, and now am Duft. 


On Sir Henry Goodyer, e eee 
rable for bis Virtue. 


An ill Year of a Gaadher us bereft, 

Who gone to God, much lack of him here left. 
Full of good Gifts of Body and of Mind, 
Wiſe, comely, learned, eloquent, and kind. 


On a Drunkard. 


Here now into this Grave a Man is thruſt, 
Who is by drinking drunk as dry as Duſt. 


| On @ zuung Gentleman of great Habe, a Student in Oxford. 


| Yet liveſt thou ever; | 
Yet dieft thou never. 


| On Calle 


Here lies an honeſt Cobler whom curſt Fate, 
Perceiving near worn out would needs tranſlate; 
D 3 Tw 
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Tas a good thrifty Soul, and Time hath bin, 


He would well liquor'd wade through thick and thin; 


But now he's gone, tis all that can be faid. 
Honeſt John Cobler is here under laid. 


Or Tom Elderton, 4 free Drinker. 
Here is Elderton lying in Duſt, 
Or, lying Elderten, chuſe which you luſt ; 
Here he lies dead, I do him no wrong, 
For who knew him ſtanding all his Life long. 


On Hugh Peters. 


Of Hugh the Teacher of Sedition ; 
Whoſe fatal Thread, that Thread of Life, 
Was cut in two by Squire Ds Enife : 
To go untimely to his Grave; 
Mean time Tyburn felt the Loſs, 
That he was hang d at Charmg-crofs. 


On an old Uſurer. 


Here lies Ten in the Hundred, 
In the Ground faſt ram d; 
*Tis a Hundred to Ten 
But his Soul is damn'd. 


An Epitaph deſigned for Ned Robinſon, as dead as any 


Man living. 


Here lies Ned Robinſon's Body, 
Who when alive, was reckon'd a Noddy ; 
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Pray tread ſoftly, and don't make a Pocher, 
For if you do it will wake your Brother. 


On Laib Poet. 


| A Poet lies arreſted here by Death, 

| Who honout'd Luft, and made it run in Rhimes; 
Nor gain'd he even by his hateful Crimes : 

All that he left, or to adorn his Herſe, 

Or pay his Debts, was only Bawdy Verſe. 


On a famous Courtezan. 


Here's painted Vice that did deceive the World, 
Her Luſt had cauſed Cankers in her Throat; 
She dyd upon't, and in this Grave was hurP'd, 
By this you know ſhe was a Whore of Note ; 
*Cauſe ſhe was light and full of wanton Mirth, 
She's clos'd about with heavy-hearted Earth. 


— 


VARIOUS FAN CIES. 
The Lawyer's Pha. 
Which may be read backwards or forwards. 


The Heart of a Loaf, and the Head of a Spring, 
Is the Name of the Man that murder'd the King. 
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He that loves Glaſs without a G, 


Leave out L, and that is he. 


Evank is a Word of Fame, 
Spell it backward it is your Name. 
To be read backwards or forwards. 
Lewd did I live, and evil did I dwell. 
Os CROMWELL. 


Acraſftick an TIME. 


ime with his Scythe brings all to their laſt Home, 


n vain to plead, none can withſtand his Doom; 
onarchs by Death's Triumphant Hand are made 
qual i th Grave unto the Scythe and Spade. 
Acroftick n MALT. 
alt is the Grain of which we make firong Ale, | 


le is the Liquor that doth make us merry; 


et but a Toaſt be put int, "twill not fail 


o make the Heart light, and to ſing Down Derry. 


 Hnather Acroftick.. 
alt is the Grain by which a Fox we gain, 


le is the Liquor makes our Tongues run quicker ; 


et theſe two boaſt but th Honour of a Toaſt, 


On 
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On Ai, Robinſon i= Hatton Garden. 


A Highwayman's Profeſſion, 
rern. 


Tis one of great Diſcretion, 
That's juſtly calF'd pretty and fair. 


On Afi Wilſon, FR Hampton Town. 
That which proves a Legacy juſt and fair, 
You may add to that a Gentleman's Air ; 


"Tis the Name of a Lady that's a Stranger to Pride, 
With every Accompliſhment in Perſon beſides. 


A-la-made, 1756. 


The Dreſs in the Year fifty-four that was worn, 

Is laid in the Grave, and new Faſhions are born ; 
Then hear what our good Correſpondents advance, 

"Tis the Pink of the Mode, and tis dated from France, 


Let your Cap be a Butterfly lightly hung on, 


Like the Shell of a Lapwing juſt hatch'd on her Crown; 
Behind like a Soldier you muſt well plat your Hair, 

Stick a Flower before ſew-whif with an air, 

A large Ruff in frize your Neck mu# ſurround, | 
Turn your Lawns into Gauſe, let your Bruſſels be Blond, 
Let your Stomacher reach from Shoulder to Shoulder, 
And your Breaſts will appear much fairer and bolder : 


Wear a Gown or a Sack as your Fancy prevail, 


But with Flounces and Furbelows ruffle your Tail; 
Let your Hoop ſhew your Stockings and Legs to your 
And leave Men as little to gueſs as they pleaſe: [Enees, 

For 
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For other ſmall Ornaments do as before, 

Wear Ribbands a Hundred and Nuffles a Score; 
Let your Talk like your Drefs he fantaftick and odd, 
And you'll ſhine in the Mall; tis Taffe a-la-mode. 


Fancies bn WORDS. 


He that's devoted to the Glaſs, 
The Dice, or a laſcivious Laſs, 
At his own Price is made an Ass. 


He that is greedy of the Grape, 
On Reaſon doth commit a Rape, 
And changeth Habit withan Ape. 
The Lover whoſe Devotion Flies 
Upto the Sphere where Bounty Lies, 
Makes Burning Glaſſes of his Eyes. 


If long he to that Idol Pray, 


His Sight by Love's inflaming = Ray 
Is loft for ever and for Ay. 


Or « TOAST. 
A Toaſt is like a Sot, or what is moſt 
Comparative, a Sot is like a Toaſt, 
For when their Subſtances in Liquor fink, 
Both properly are faid to be in drink. 


On Miſs Manlove, in Hatton-Garden. 


You may call Adam what you will, 

He was a Man you're ſenſible ; 

And the ſoſteſt of Paſſions to which we all ſubmit, 

Is the Name of a Lady that bas Youth, Beauty and Wit. 
A 
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A Sketch of Hipfey's Drunken Man, as it was 
performed by Mr. Sbuter, at the Theatre Royal 
in Covent-Garden. | 


Scene, a Table and Chair, with Pipes and Tebacco 
| on the Table. 


Enter a Drunken Man, with a Quart Mug in bis 
| Hand. 


HY Betty, Betty that Jade keeps running up 
Stairs all Day and never comes down again 
Get me a Pint of all Ale — Do you hear me ? — You 
may daſb it with a little Beer, for I bate mixt Liquors — 
let it be all Ale (he fits down, and with lighting his 
Pipe he ſets Fire to his Wig) - 7 fhall be light- 
headed preſently — There's my Lerd what de call 
him, and other Lord, and a great many Noblemen of 
my Acquaintance — So my Lords Horſe loft the firſf 
Heat, and won the ſecond — ſo ſays I— My Lord, 
I hear your Horſe came firſs ai laſs —— So the Bull, 
the Bull broke locſe — and ran dewn a Street, and 
went up Steirs into a Dancing School — which frighted 
all the little Mifſes — One Miſs baving more Courage 
than all the reſt, for her Father's a Taylor —— So 
He fung her Cambrick Handkerchief, and bit him juſt 
over the Forebead the it did net burt bim much — 
I wonder wheiber it's true, I was told laſt night by 
Sir Gregory Gazette, who is 4 very great Politician, 
end knows what's in all the Papers before they are 


printed, 
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printed, that the French King was with Child, and 
the Pape was to fland Godmother; 1 think the 


When will my dear Wife come home, I like ber very 
well; but ſhe is a bitter Enemy to Religion — She 
knocks ber Heels off ber Shoes a Saturday, becauſe ſhe 
want go io Church a Sundays —— There's my Sou 
Tommy I believe will be @ very great Scholar, —for 
be is acquainted with all the het Authors of Anti- 
quity, ſuch as the celebrated Hiſtory of Jack the Gi- 
ant Killer, Mother Bunch, Tom Thumb, and 4 


great many more — A young Rogue, be knows I never 


tet him want Books or Money to encourage him in 
bis Learning — ard if I live long enough, I dere ſay 
Tommy will be as great a Man as c er @ one of the 
twebve Cæſars — His Uncle came to ſee him Father 
Day to examine bim in bis Learning. So ſays be, 


make ? and the younzs Rogue feld bim Seven —— I 
akners ſaid be would be a great Scholar —— Aud 
there's my Daughter Bett, little Bett, a pretty lit- 
tle Rogue. One Day as ber Mother was Ironing — 
the] Child, "as moſs Children will be along with 
their Mothers when they are doing any Thing 
notable — as fbe was ftanding playing by the Table, 


He clapt Ber little Hand an the Box- iran — and the 


cunning Jade tock it off again direfily without bid- 


ding I believe Bett wont live long ſbe is /o very 


fenfille ——T was with Squire Booby laſt Night at 
| the 


Pope's @ goed honeſt ſart of an old Gentlewoman—— 


Tommy my Deer, how many does three and two 


| 
| 


| 
| 
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the Devil. the Squire is a very honeſt Fellow 
— but will get drunk nine Nights out of the Week — 
1 remember be told me I was in liquor ſome time ag 
and 1 was as ſober as I am now — $0 ſays be, ſays 
1— you are certainly a very great Fool, for as I hope 
to be ſayd I never was in a Beer Barrel in all my 
Life —— I remember my Boots were liquored, and beſt 
Part of my Cloaths —— when 1 was at the Squire's in 
the Country —One Day I only wanted to feel bis Cook 
Maid's Garters, for ſhe akuays gartered above Knee— 
what does ſbe do but takes the Ladle and beats me out 
of the Kitchen, and made me walk through the Harſe- 
pond —— So I and the Squire went all the way home 
together be went one Way and I went the ather--- 
So we wiſh'd one another good Night---for it was 
damm d late—paſt three & Clock in the Morning — 


| And who ſhould 1 meet but my old Friend Bob Bread- 


baſket laid all along in the Kennel — So ſays be, 
fays 1——Bob, why d f you get up and go be. 
So ſays be, I cannot fland— And I being very good na- 
tur d laid me down by him —— So the Watch came 
and aſt d us what we laid there for I told him we 
were damn d tired—and were reſting aur ſelves Nut 
be tald me he muſt reſt us in the Round-bouſe---So 
fays ---Let it be round or ſquare if you will lead us, we 
will bade a Bottle together Damme —— So ſays be 
Come Gentlemen, you muſt go before the Juſtice — 8 
they had us before the Juſtice, or the Faſtice's Wife, 1 
dent knows che” for he aſt d us ſuch a Pack of 

damn 
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dam d impertinent Queſtions, that it was more than 
T could de to give him a reaſonable Anſwer (Search- 
ing his Pockets) I wonder whether I have any N 
ney in my Packets — for my Wife aluays ſearches 
"em every Night before ſbe ſays ber Prayers — ell, 
let me ſee, I think Pll pat it in the Bible, for I'm 
Godly Book fhe takes any delight in-— and that's 
the Whole Duty of Man, witneſs my pretty little 
Children that ſbe brings nell, Pll go to Bed — 


for laſt Night when I waltd I found myſelf afleep on 


FINT S. 


